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BRAIN OF BELIAL 

By DAVID PALMER 




QEOFFREY AMES watched the pageant 
of the Nile spread beneath him with 
mixed emotions. There, just to the right, 
were the pyramids, the great piles of stone 
built so long ago by so much blood and 
death. They squatted on the fertile Egyp- 
tian plain like great birds, brooding, full ' 
of the knowledge of the centuries. 

But Ames had seen them before, many 
times, and always they had denied him what 
he sought — the Brain of Belial. Of course 
he had been wrong all along, for the Brain 
had never jjeen hidden in the pyramids, or 
even close to them. No — the ancient priests 
of Eelia! had been much too astute for that. 
They had known, even when the pyramids 
were new, that they would become a won- 
_ier of the world. Anything concealed in 
them, or arouifid them, was sure to be found. 
3o they had cunningly laid a false trail! 

Ames smiled wryly as he thought of 
"low many times he had been' taken off on 
1 fool's chase by those devilish maps the 
3ld priests had purposely left behind — to 
fuide just such credulous fools as he. Guide 
;hem to the wrong spot, time and again. 
The smile of the big man hardened. They 
lad fooled him before, but not this time. 
This time he knew he was right, and in a 
few hours he would have the brain for him- 
self. It wouI(3 be dangerous, like going into 
1 cobra's den, but it would be worth it. 
Becavse he who owned the Broin of Belinl 
jwned the world! 

The pyramids slid out of sight as the big 
plane banked into a landing. In a few min- 
utes they would set down at the field near 
Cairo'. The girl should be waiting at the air- 
port, Ames thought with a little glow of 
pleasure. Zoe Cartier, the ultimate blossom 
flowering from a mixture of old Fro'ch and 
c-gyptian families. She was lovelj, and soon 
he meant, to ask her to marry him. If she 
would have a man .ho was almost too well 
known as an international adventurer and, 
he admitted it himself, something of a rogue. 
She had given him the clue, the final clue, 
sought for so long, that would lead him to 
the brain. 

The plane rolled to a stop. Hardly had 
Ames reached the gate when he heard the 
metallic boom of the loudspeaker: "Call for 
Mr. Geoffrey Ames! Mr. Geoffrey Ames 
• *-anted on the tel^-phone. Booth 4, pleas>.." 



liNEASINESS stirred in Ames as he went 
to- the booth. Had something gone 
wrong? His hanS trembled a . bit as he 
picked up the receiver. "Ames speaking. 
Who is this?" 

Zoe's voice came over the wire. "Geof- 
frey ! Oh, I'm so gla* I caught you. Be care- 
ful. Manson is in town, I didn't dare come 
to the airport, for fear he might follow me." 

"Manson V" Ames felt his heard contract.! 
His arch, rival, Manson. He had hoped to 
keep any VnnwIeriD-p of the brain from 
Manson. ' 

Zoe was speaking again. "I'm at Koona, 
Geoffrey.' About a hundred miles northeast 
of Cairo. You know, the spot I showed you 
on the map. You must come straight out 
here. Perhaps we can get the — you know 
— before Manson can follow. I don't think 
he expects you to be in Cairo." 

Ames cursed softly. What rotten luck. 
"How do you know he hasn't followed j/ow?" 
he asked. 

There was a pause. When her voice came ; 
'again it somehow reminded him of the hiss- ] 
ing of a snake. "One of his ftien did," she j 
said. "But he'll never report to Manson.'! 
Hurry, Geoffrey, I'll be 'waiting." ; 

A few hours later Ames lurched through 
the rutted streets of Koona in a rented car. 
The town was stark and primitive, nothing 
changed since the pyramids had been built. 
He drove along for a mile or so. It was dark 
now. Presently his lights picked out the old 
excavations, where more than forty years 
ago an archeological party had uprooted a 
number of worthless mummies, but had 
missed the greatest prize in the world by 
a few feet. 

Ames sneered. Fools! He would not miss. 
Not with the information Zoe had given him. 

He saw her then, waving a flashlight. 
She was a tall girl, clad now in slacks and 
a .jacket over a high-necked blouse, A mass 
of jet black hair was piled high on her head, j 
As he went to meet her he thought again 
how beautiful she was. When this thing was 
over ... 



Her hand was cold as she clutched his. 
"Hurry," she whispered. "The others are 
waiting." 

"Others?" He stared at her. 

"My servants," she said. "You'ye never 
been m tnis tomu, i nave. Tnere are floors, 
stone blocks, things that Jake four men lo 
move. Don't worry; the servants won't talk. 
But hurry!" 

For a moment, Ames considered telling 
her the truth . about what he was after. She 
thought she was helping him 'find a rare 
mummy, overlooked before. A mummy, 
nothing more. He had told her nothing about 
the Brain of Belial, even though he had 
known, after one look at the old map her 
family .owned, that this was the true map 
at last. Had known that the brain was hid- 
den in the cave tombs near Koona. Ames 
shrugged. ' No, he would not tell her yet. 
Maybe never. His hand searched inside his 
coat for the cold butt of the revolver. The 
servants complicated things, and certainly 
there would be a guard of some kind around 
the Brain of Belial. The devil cult was still 
alive and flourishing. 

THEY WENT down a long flight of stairs 
into darkness that was fetid and thick. 
It stank of decay and death. Ames shivered. 
Soon they met a little party of men, mere 
shadows in the light, of Zoe's torch. 

Half an hour later, panting and all but 
'exhausted, they entered a gjr^t, circular 
chamber carved from the living rock. Bats 
fluttered and squealfed overhead. One 
sv-ooped and brushed against Ames and he 
flinched. 

_Zoe motioned with the flashlight. "Over 
here, the mummy you wanted ..." 

"No," said Ames. His voice sounded 
harsh. He became conscious that he was 
breathing faster, almost painfully. *"No," 
and he hurried toward a small niche at the 
far end of the cavern. If his guess was right 
the brain -would be there, in a transparent 
jade casket. Fluid, the color of dark wine, 
would be flowing around the brain to nour- 
ish and keep it alive. He tightened his ^rip 
on the revcfiver, making a rapid decision. 
He must be the only one to leave the cave 
alive! 

Then, suddenly, after all the endless 

Sears of searching, he saw it. Huge, a pink 
lob of convoluted tissue, floating in the 
'ine-colored fluid. The jade, as thin as egg 
hell, was like a window into this" final 
wnder of the world. The Brain of Belial. 



Ames chuckled. He was conscious .of Zoe 
at his elbow, knew she was also staring at 
the brain. Little fool! Suddenly he heard 
himself talking, telling her, knowing that it 
did not matter if she knew now. 

"Belial." he said huskily. "Look at it. 
The livmg Brain of the first priest of Belial, 
taken from his skull after he died and kept 
alive by some marvelous fluid. Belial him- 
self! And fed through all the centuries, 
given new knowledge and giving to his fol- 
lowers what he possessed. Zoe, think of it! 
In that piece of living flesh is the knowledge 
of 3,000 years or more. Everything that men 
have learned — it knows! And I'm feoing to 
make it tell me!" 

Her voice was soft. •'How, Geoffrey?" 

He stared at the floating brain,, hardly 
hearing her. "No matter," he said brusquely. 
"A matter of electronics. I can talk to the 
brain, and make it talk to me. The old 
priests did it without electronics, though . . .■" 

"Yes," said Zoe. "We did!" 

"But I don't see how they did " Ames 

paused. Somewhere inside him ,a snake 
crawled. What had Zoe said? We! 

Ames whirled, drawing the revolver, but 
it was too late. Before he could fire he felt 
something heavy strike his skull. His knees 
folded and colored lights swung before his 
eyes. He was dimly conscious of being car- 
ried, being laid out on a cold flat surface 
and strapped down. When his head cleared 
Zoe was smiling down at hi.-n. She was aa 
lovely as ever ^ but for the first time she 
looked like a tigress about to devour its 
prey. 

"You," Ames croaked. "The cult 

Belial ! You !" 

Zoe nodded. "Yes, Geoffrey! For years 
now. But the brain, the great Brain of 
Belial, is dead. We don't know why, but it 
died last year. Then you came, searching, 
thinking you were fooling me. Me, a high^ 
priestess of Belial. But we're glad you came. 
For now we can start over again. Who 
knows, Geoffrey, perhaps in 3,000 years 
from now someone will find your brain. I 
hope it still lives!" 

He saw the descending steel then and 

screamed. "No! Oh, no " But it was 

lost in the pain that engulfed him as the 
knife bit into his skull, deeper and deeper. 
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GLAMOURIZE YOUR BICYCLE 



Exciting New Glamour 
For Your Bicycle 

Wirh tht NEW colourful BAN- 
NER CLIPS. You can glamoriu 
your bleycitt like o rainbow en 
whaoli. Thoro oro 36 Banntr Cllpi 
in all. Nin* for tach sido of oaeh 
whnl. $1.00 for tha complttt 
t«l, or you may order 18, enough 
for one wheel for 50e. 

h to put them on and 
Oh! what a stunning effect . . , 
All the "Kids" will want Ba 
Clips for their "Bikes." 
We will pay you $1.00 for sin 
complete sets you sell to your 
friends. SEN.O FOR YOUR BAN- 
NER CLIPS NOW. 




